


The Empire's Last Stand

by arbiter6784



Category: Halo, Star Wars
Genre: Adventure, Sci-Fi
Language: English
Characters: Darth Vader, OC, Rookie
Status: In-Progress
Published: 2013-05-24 13:06:22
Updated: 2015-10-25 09:24:38
Packaged: 2016-04-27 04:16:32
Rating: K+
Chapters: 6
Words: 5,784
Publisher: www.fanfiction.net
Summary: When the Galactic Empire locate the threat of the UNSC in a neighbouring galaxy, they set out to wipe out the Terran threat. When the outer colony of New Arcadia becomes the HQ for the GE can the UNSC bring their march to a halt? or face near extinction twice within the same century.





	1. Prolouge

_**AUTHORS NOTE:**_

_**So, this is the teaser to the new rewritten version of The Empire's Last Stand. **_

_**It sortof doesn't really depict the Empire making a Last stand of sorts but Ive planned the Start and the Ending, I just need to flesh out the middle. I'd also like a few opinions on whether to have a certain team or a few main characters to follow throughout the storyline. There is also a vote on my profile as to whether a few extras should be added. **_

_**Thanks guys! If you're interested in reading these chapters before they go out as a "Beta Tester" of sorts, than let me know VIA PM Aswell!**_

_**I also hope you notice my story writing skills are better than last time xD**_

_**Coruscant, The Emperors Chamber, May 21**__**st**__**, 2:03pm, 2563**_

A Dark figure, clad in black walked into Emperor Palpatine's Chamber followed by two royal guards decorated in flowing red robes. As he approached, his breathing was getting louder, almost as if it were inhuman. Palpatine knew it was none other his right hand man, Darth Vader.

"Master, I bring news of a threat to the Sith." Spoke Vader,

Palpatine spun around in his chair to make eye contact with Vader

"Enlighten me."

"A Galaxy, not too far away has been located through the mysterious rings that were located on the outer rim sire." Replied Vader,

Palpatine knew of these giant rings. Metal structures that held articifial ground, plants and seas together. It was always assumed that the Jedi and Sith had been the only force users, publicly anyway. But a select few knew of the true creators of this gift. A race only known to Palpatine and a select few Jedi "The Precursors."

"What is this… threat. That you speak of lord Vader."

"Terrans, Master. They look just like you and me, however these are no normal Terrans. They are direct descendants of the Forerunners, the creators of these rings. We have located them as there are rings in their galaxy too." Spoke Vader, the large sentence causing him to cough

_Direct Descendants!? Could they be users of the force!? Are they the holders of the Mantle? Could they traverse entire galaxies and change entire worlds surfaces? _

"Thank you for bringing me this news. You must assemble the Imperial fleet as for we cannot allow such a danger to be allowed to live. We must eradicate this species before it is too late." Said Palpatine with an evil smirk,

Vader bowed his head and began to exit the chamber, with the royal guards in tow.

"I will accompany you Lord Vader. I must witness the full extinction of this threat." Yelled Palpatine from the back of the chamber.

Vader nodded and replied "Your will is my command, Master."

Vader exited the room as the window shutters reopened to reveal the bustling city of Coruscant. The planet that is literally a giant city. An imperial dropship moved up past the window and flew towards the Super Star Destroyer in orbit of the planet.

Palpatine turned back around and opened his holo projector,

"Get me Darth Azore."

**-AUTHORS NOTE-**

**Darth Azore!? WTF!?**

**Yea I needed a cliffhanger : **

**pls no h8 m8**


	2. The Battle Begins

**_-Authors Note-_**

**So! Hope you enjoyed the teaser/introduction to the rewritten version! As theirs no way the Empire could've had the technology to leave their own galaxy I will have to delve into the backstory for the way they did that, but that will come in the future when the UNSC and Empire escalate to full scale war.**

**Thanks for reading :)!**

**_-End Transmission-_**

_It had been two years since that conversation between two of the most powerful men in what the UNSC knew as the "Andromeda" Galaxy occurred. The Imperials had the technology to finally traverse the dark void of the unknown between the two galaxies from Forerunner and Precursor ruins found in their galaxy. In early October, the UNSC discovered a small patrol fleet of four star destroyers near a moon of New Arcadia, one of the furthermost outlying colonies of the galaxy. Within two hours, the UNSC had mounted a response of six frigates and two destroyers._

_**~New Arcadia, Orbit, UNSC Wagga Wagga, October 7**__**th**__**, 12:03pm, 2565, ~**_

"Sir. The four unidentified ships are triangular in shape, and seem to have some kind of t shape towards the back of the triangle. They are… quite large for a spaceship. Reports from the satellites say that its about 1.6 kilometers long and about 1 kilometer wide…" Spoke the young Ensign,

Captain Rosicky stood up and wandered to the screen of the Ensign, he scowled and backed off,

"To the UNSC Response fleet, return to the safety of the Planetary Defense Stations and we will make contact with the unknown fleet from there." Said Rosicky through his rough and deep French accent,

As the fleet returned to the safety of the PDS, the communication system lit up as the unknown ships approached, Captain Rosicky hit the button to bring up the comms and spoke in his best English;

"This is Captain Rosicky of the United Nations Space Command, you are trespassing our space and we require you to state who and what you are and as to why you are invading our neutrality."

Much to his surprise, he was staring right at a human that looked oddly like him, _What the hell? Their not insurrectionists and he's definetly not ONI. What the fuck!?_

"This is Commander Detralix of the Galactic Empire, surrender now and your lives will be spared. We come from another galaxy and YOU are a threat to the peace of such." Spoke a short stocky man whom Rosicky thought was clearly joking,

"You have come here unwanted and uninvited. Leave now, or face the consequences." Replied a clearly angry Rosicky,

The communications instantly were cut off and within a minute, the UNSC _Elizabeth_ was in a burning heap as laser fire tore it to shreds. The four triangular ships were heading right their way! The six PDS systems fired off their Magnetic Accelerator Cannons and it was targeted at the ship taking point, the first two rounds looked as if they just vaporated against the surface of the ship, while three hit the ship causing a mediocre amount of damage to grey ship. The fourth was a lucky shot as it hit the T part of the ship smack bang in the middle, tearing it in half.

Rosicky's ship along with the other remaining four of the UNSC's fleet fired everything they had at the ship that had been damaged in order to take it down, but the other three tore the UNSC to shreds, with the PDS systems only managing to cause major damage to the first ship they had targeted before they too, were torn apart.

Rosicky quickly ordered a retreat as the remaining two frigates and destroyer descended to the surface in an effort to defend the civillians on the planet.

The Star Destroyers moved above the planet and began to unload what looked like hundreds of fighters and dropships onto the surface…

_**~New Arcadia, Feyeenord Jungles, October 7**__**th**__**, 12:56pm, 2565~**_

The UNSC Marines on the planet began to evacuate the cities as hundreds of "Imperial" troops began to pour out of the dropships and into the streets, gunning down civillians and marines that couldn't respond in time. The armour the marines wore couldn't prevent the laser bolts that would ultimately tear straight through the body plating. Even the ODSTs armor could withstand minor damage before the soldier beneath the carbon fibre plating.

As the final PDS Stations were blown to pieces, they jettisoned their final ODST Drop pods towards the surface in an attempt to save the last few lives on board. One particular drop pod contained one of the most well-known ODSTs within the ONI database, The Rookie. His pod went smack down into the jungles of New Arcadia.

The Rookie popped open his pod and grabbed his Silenced SMG from the slot next to him and checked the magazine, "_Good. A Full Clip._" He cocked his Magnum and put it on his right holster, and the SMG on his left, while he grabbed the battle rifle on the left slot and put it over his back. "_Alright then, let's move." _He looked to the sky and witnessed the PDS debrief crashing to the ground, setting the forest alight, he had a long day ahead of him. He equipped his BR55 and headed off through the jungle, using his HUD to pinpoint the closest ODST to him.

_**~New Arcadia, Feyeenord Jungles, October 7**__**th**__**, 1:21pm, 2565~**_

The Rookie saw a clearing in the Jungle and began to run towards it. As he neared the clearing, he could see smoke above the trees that mustve been coming from a pod.

He saw white flashes through the trees and quickly dived into a nearby bush overlooking the small clearing. Five of these troopers had grabbed the ODST inside and dragged him to the middle of the clearing. The Troopers took off his helmet and setup as if it were an execution. As the Rookie got a good look at the ODST, turned out it was a HER. She was fairly tanned for someone who spends time in a full armour suit, blonde hair, hazelnut eyes, mesmerizing hazelnut eyes and… "_Snap out of it! There wont be anything to admire if you don't save her!"_ Rookie shook his head and fired a burst round into the trooper about to shoot her, he fired off three more rounds into a second trooper, but by then they'd worked out his location. They fired back and he was forced to roll behind a vine tree as the laser fire was singeing the very plant he was hiding behind. As he went to peek out and take the shot, he noticed he was no longer under fire. The remaining three troopers were on the ground; one had a knife sticking out of its neck and the other two had holes in their armour from a laser blast.

"Hey." Said the mysterious ODST in an Australian accent,

Rookie nodded and picked up her helmet, he gave it to her and he unmasked one of the troopers nearby; "_What the hell? A human?" _He unmasked another to see the exact same face on it, _"Okay. Now this is fucked."_

"Don't speak much, do you?" Asked the ODST "It must be some kind of… cloning system or rather. There's no chance that a five brothers who all looked the same joined the army and were stationed in the same unit in the same squad."

Rookie nodded in agreement and put one of the laser blasters in his backpack. He looked at the girl as she put her helmet back on. He activiated his VISR HUD to see that her name was "Tahlia Feronski" An Australian with what he guessed were Russian parents from the name. As he was observing her she coughed and spoke to him, "Well then Rookie? I assume from your tag on my VISR; we better get moving. We have more ODSTs to regroup with."

**_-Authors Note-_**

**Would like to know how often you guys would prefer updates - hoping to be able to do 2 a month right now but im on holidays so I could force 3 or 4!**


	3. Survivors

_**-Authors Note-**_

**Back again with Chapter 2!**

**Just so you know, I generally keep a stack of atleast two chapters before I post them (e.g When Chapter 1 goes out I'll have 2 and 3 done aswell) so if I don't get the chance to write 1 or 2 chapters for the week, then I have a stockpile just in case. **

**Thanks guys, all feedback is appreciated unless your being a dick. Then I don't like it :D**

**Looking for maybe one or two people to beta read the chapters too. Generally I'll send them as soon as I've completed them VIA the docX stuff on the website.**

_**-End Transmission-**_

_**~New Arcadia, Feyeenord Jungles, October 7**__**th**__**, 8:04pm, 2565~**_

The pair of ODSTs had located the crash site of a pelican where unfortunately no survivors were located. Footprints were all around the area so they assumed it had been checked by the unknown troopers and that they wouldn't come back any time soon. As the last UNSC resistance in Feyeenord City began to collapse, the fighters and bombers that were dogfighting with the Empire's had pulled back to the Capital; Lonchester.

"Get some sleep, Rookie." Said Tahlia, "you're gonna need your strength for tomorrow. Because we're getting outta here."

Rookie nodded and headed into the Pelican, placing his backpack on the seat next to him as he took a seat by the cockpit door and dosed off.

_**~New Arcadia, Orbit, October 7**__**th**__**, 11:58am, 2565~**_

Commander Detralix knew that there were only two things that happened when the Dark Lord, Vader wanted to speak to you; _you were about to be killed, or you were about to be told you did well, but don't fuck it up. _He walked to the communications officer and the officer opened the telecoms from the Super Star Destroyer Vader was seated on.

"Commander Detralix." Began Lord Vader,

"My Lord, you requested we speak?" Replied Detralix,

"My Agents have informed me you have seized control of a Terran colony, yes?" Said the Dark Lord,

"Indeed sire, we have taken a city they refer to as "Feyeenord" and we will move on the capital within a few hours." Said Detralix with confidence,

Vader turned around in his chair, and looked Detralix in the eyes; "Do not underestimate this filth, Commander. They are very dangerous and more powerful then you are aware."

Detralix nodded and bowed down, "Thank you Lord, I will not fail you." And with that, the transmission was cut off.

Detralix walked back down to the windows on his Star Destroyer; _The Kamino Five_ and looked out at the green and blue planet below him. He could've sworn that this planet looked just like Dagobah but this was inhabited.

"Commander! The _Yelorian_ was heavily damaged in the battle with the UNSC and will need to be sent back to the _Executor_ for repairs!" Exclaimed the young Ensign,

"The UNSC? Don't worry about transporting it back to where the fleet is. Admiral Grieves has informed me that the fleet is headed here. This is the first colony of the Galactic Empire in this Galaxy."

"Yes Sir, the UNSC. Captain Rosicky stated that he was a part of the United Nations Space Command and all of their ships are decorated with the symbol "UNSC." Replied the Ensign,

Detralix peered at the ruins of the floating PDS systems and saw the very same symbol "UNSC" on the sides.

"Well Spotted Ensign. Keep it up and you might make the next rank soon." Replied Detralix

_**~New Arcadia, Feyeenord City, October 8**__**th**__**, 2:03am, 2565~**_

"This is SPARTAN Dawson on a secure UNSC Channel, anyone, respond? Over."

SPARTAN Dawson was the sole survivor of Fireteam VINDICATOR who were tasked with hunting down an insurrectionist threat on the planet, but unfortunately they got caught in the middle of the Imperial Invasion. He looked up at the night sky, burning skyscrapers lighting the night as the noise of gunships and fighters filled the sky. Dawson's radio crackled to life and he instantly stopped walking to focus on the girls words.

"Yes, hello. This is Corporal Feronski, SPARTAN Dawson do you read? Over."

A Survivor!?

"Read you loud and clear Corporal, I am currently in downtown Feyeenord. My Fireteam are KIA… and well… Any other survivors I've tried to reach; I've been too late. Over" Replied Dawson,

"Copy that. We're holed up in the Feyeenord Jungles, I've managed to pinpoint your location through the Pelicans communication system we're holed up in. I'll send you the coordinates to your HUD, over." Replied the Australian Female,

Dawson saw a waypoint flicker onto his HUD and it was only two kilometers away, "Roger. On my way Corporal. Dawson, Out." The Transmission cut and he began to move at a steady pace towards the waypoint.

_**~New Arcadia, Feyeenord City, October 8**__**th**__**, 2:49am, 2565~**_

Dawson dived under cover as Laser bolts connected with the surface where his head was moments earlier; _"Snipers. Dammit"_ thought the SPARTAN,

He threw a rock up just above the broken wall he was hiding behind and saw the sniper just clip it as it went down. The sniper was stationed on the carpark just across the road. _"Gotcha"_

He rolled out of cover and fired a burst shot with his Battle Rifle, the sniper toppled off the top floor and hit the ground hard. As Dawson was beginning to move, a UNSC Broadsword spiraled into the skyscraper to his left. "OH SHIT" He exclaimed as debrief began to crumble down around him, he broke into a full sprint towards the carpark. An Imperial gunship landed on the roof. Dawson quickly activated his thruster pack and was boosted up to the first floor, he kicked open the stair well and darted up the stairs to the roof where six Storm troopers had just been dropped off, most likely looking for the missing sniper.

He pulled his trigger three times, bringing down one of the troopers. He popped a frag over the car he dived behind and blew up the other.

As the skyscraper was hit yet again, but this time one of the Imperial bombers was taking it down. The Imperial dropship was beginning to take off realizing their effort was hopeless; Dawson broke out of cover and darted for the dropship and managed to get a hand on the ramp. The storm troopers gave up on trying to kill him and they were all crushed by the tumbling building. Dawson pulled himself up and walked to the cockpit.

"So. We can do this the easy way… or the hard way…" He said as he cocked back his pistol, the pilot went for a blaster and Dawson blew his brains out.

"Aright Then. How the fuck do I fly this piece of shit."

**_-Authors Note-_**

**Need your opinion!**

**Would you rather a James Dawson spinoff story or a Tahlia Feronksi spinoff story!?**


	4. Heroes of Tomorrow

**_-Authors Note-_**

**So this is the third chapter and if your seeing this it means that Chapters 4 and 5 are done and dusted!**

**This chapter is rather boring tbh as I'm trying to build up for the upcoming chapters.**

**Thanks for reading! 3**

_**-End Transmission**_

_**~Earth, Sydney, Australia, UNSC FLEETCOM HQ, October 10th, 7:05am, 2565~**_

As Lord Terence Hood walked through the metal corridors to the board room, he could already hear the bickering from at least the end of the hall. He entered the room and took his seat next to Admiral Jackson Burnley,

"Hey Jack, any ideas on what this meeting is for?" Asked Terrence,

"Nope. I overheard some of the staff talking about New Arcadia though" Replied Jackson,

The room dimmed and the large amounts of noise and yelling deceased. An Admiral clad in grey and white stood up and took the center stage. Hood recognized this man as the new head of Fleetcom, Supreme Admiral Yuri Ziakos. Ever since the Human-Covenant War, Requiem and then the crisis on Sangheilios with Master Chief, FLEETCOM had been assigned a direct leader; and for some reason, Yuri was chosen.

"Today, we have very grave news. From the Colony; New Arcadia." He began in this thick Russian accent. "Four unidentified Triangular ships appeared from slip space. The defending fleet of UNSC ships were fired upon and torn apart, as were the PDS systems. The UNSC _Wagga Wagga_ is believed to be the only surviving ship and is trying to evacuate civilians undetected. We have been told this unidentified force are known as the Galactic Empire and they have the same goal as the Storm Covenant; to end human life. From what we know, they too are human. Their ships are deadly as they have perfected the art of weaponising lasers. They are very dangerous. Unfortunately this is all the information we received before the line was cut."

As he ended the sentence, the room filled with noise again as people were yelling and trying to be political about it. Some people thought they could be reasoned with, others thought they would need to surrender the colony.

"Admiral." Began Terrence, the room quietened down in respect for the most decorated man in the room; "We cannot reason with this force and we cannot surrender. We must not make the same mistakes of 2525 and not take them seriously. We must retaliate and we must do it now. We can sort out the politics after we've made contact with their leader; you must realize this is no simple matter."

The officers in the room all seemed to agree with this ideal, "That is the answer I was looking for Admiral Hood." Replied Yuri,

The room went into a vote where the final outcome would be decided – To fight or to appeal. The final score was worked to be an easily won 75% vote.

"Well then, it seems, we have a choice. Admiral Hood, I will assign you the task of gearing the fleet." Ordered Yuri,

Terrence nodded and they saluted eachother, as Terrence began to walk out, Jackson followed and Thomas Lasky had caught up with them too. "Lasky and Burnley, you two are possibly the most important to this fleet. I need both of your INFINITY class ships to assemble at Mars by tomorrow – is that clear?" Spoke Terrence,

Lasky and Burnley both nodded and fell out back to the landing pads where Lasky would fly up to the UNSC _INFINITY_ while Burnley would return to the UNSC _MASTERCHIEF_.

_**~New Arcadia, Feyeenord Jungles, October 9**__**th**__**, 1:03am, 2565~**_

"What the hell…" Spoke a SPARTAN Dawson, awakening from a deep slumber. "How long have I been out?" He looked at the clock in his helmet, _"October 9__th__? 1 am? Its been almost a day…"_ He picked up his weapons and hopped out the back of the dropship. When he stepped out he saw the broken trees and half burnt bushes around him where he crash landed. "Damn. That's pretty bad." He said aloud,

He heard something right behind him… _*Click*_ He spun around and grabbed the arm of a soldier and brought the soldier right over his shoulder and held a gun to its face. "WOAH WOAH WOAH! Calm down there Spartan!" Yelled a woman with an Australian accent,

It was here that Dawson realized this was the ODST he had talked to via radio overnight. "Oh shit, uh sorry Corporal."

She stood up and dusted herself off, "Saw this go down early in the morning but I couldn't get to it during the day; too many patrols and stuff." She replied.

A crashing sound was heard roughly twenty meters away. "Uh. Yea. We need to move. Come-on! I'll show you our hideout!" Tahlia yelled as she broke into a sprint,

Dawson followed her but looked back one last time to see a 12 foot tall Walker headed towards the dropship. He started to overtake her until she snapped left and he wasn't quick enough - instead he went facefirst into a bush.

"Nice one boss!" She Yelled,

"_Oh great. Now my armor's got green on it."_ He thought to himself as he stood back up,

After ducking and diving and turning through vines of the jungle, they reached the Pelican. Rookie had finally woken up and was sorting all the weapons and ammunition they had saved from the Pelican and stormtrooper patrols. "So… This is it?" Dawson Asked,

"Yea. We've been here for… two days, right rook?" Tahlia asked,

Rookie nodded and went back to organizing the weapons. "He doesn't talk much yknow. Like… at all. I haven't even seen him without his helmet on." Tahlia stated,

Dawson had a chuckle to himself, "Reminds me of Leo." He said aloud, as he took off his WARRIOR variant helmet, revealing short dark brown hair and hazelnut eyes, with very well-tanned skin for a SPARTAN.

"Who's Leo?" Asked Tahlia,

"Someone I used to know…" Said Dawson through gritted teeth. Dawson looked over at the Rookie and noticed the Gunnery Sergeant emblem on his shoulders; "Hey bud, how many years you been in the force?'

Rookie turned around and drew eighteen in the sand. "So you enlisted in 2547? Damn." Remarked Dawson, _"Pretty Impressive. Surprised he's no SPARTAN."_

"I was born in 2530 and signed up in 2551. Became a SPARTAN in 2560 after serving with the 115th Colonial Guard on IO near Jupiter. What about you Corporal?" Asked Dawson,

"Born in 2535 and enlisted in 2556." Replied Tahlia with her head down trying to ration the food they had left,

"Well. Since I really feel like getting out of this hell-hole, and that the UNSC _Wagga Wagga_ is still in hiding, we need to find a way there." Suggested Dawson,

Rookie nodded and Tahlia gave the thumbs up and walked over to the Pelican, hoping to repair it somehow.


	5. Fort Bastille (And an apology)

_**~New Arcadia, Fort Bastille, Six Kilometers from Feyeenord, October 10**__**th**__**, 7:01am~**_

_The UNSCs last desperate attempts to keep control of New Arcadia were almost futile as half the forces had been blocked off from the command center at Fort Bastille. The UNSCs manpower on New Arcadia was well below colonial average and steadied at about one hundred thousand. After continuous battles with the Imperial Forces, despite winning more of the firefights with the Stormtroopers, the overwhelming numbers had eventually prevailed through the superior ground forces of the UNSC, resulting in the deaths of eighty-six thousand of the UNSCs troops. Fort Bastille, the command and control center for all things military on New Arcadia had been fortified and built up to hold an extra two thousand UNSC Colonial Forces, now housing ten thousand rather than its original eight. _

"Sir! Colonel Valory Sir!"

"Please excuse me, Captain. One of my scouts mustve returned and felt it was important enough to interrupt us." Said Valory,

Valory turned around and ducked under the doorway. Valory was quite a tall man, 6'3 and was almost entirely made of muscle.

"Forgive me sir, but Staff Sergeant Yaman reported back. There's been a change in the Imperials movements." Spoke the young marine,

Valory beckoned the man to follow him and they headed for the bulwarks of Fort Bastille where they could talk privately; observing the view of the mountains and the burning wreck that was Feyeenord City.

"He told us that the Imperials were headed in the general direction of Fort Bastille and that we should prepare for the worst…" The young marine was cut off as a laser shot passed through his neck, and he toppled off the wall to the ground below.

The alarms all throughout the Fort were blared and thousands of men clad in green and grey clambered up the walls and armed themselves as a sea of white suddenly appeared in a flash of orange particles.

"Everyone! To the walls! Fight for your lives!' Yelled Valory, grabbing the dropped rifle of the fallen marine and using it to successively dispatch of three stormtroopers from a range of one hundred meters.

"_Guess I've still got it"_

**So, hey guys. Sorry for being so long on the update; I know no excuse is really good enough, but ill still explain why. So, my computer miraculously crashed and burnt, resulting in the need to Factory Reset it. I lost Chapters 4 all the through to 23 as I was planning to release the fourth and then go on an extended break and release them throughout that. But, that was not the case. I decided I couldn't leave it hanging and that rather than just leave it and say I didn't have the drive to do it I thought I owed it to some people as I've written over 10 stories for Fan Fiction and I've only ever finished three. Not a great ratio. Its really short and is mainly just a bit of backstory but yknow. Enjoy! **


	6. The Master

**_Hey! I'm Back... Again... after a 2 month or something hiatus. I've got Chapter 6 half-done so I should release that in a day or two. Leave your feedback! I'm always interested in it._**

**_I'd also like to say that in this chapter the mystery behind how the Empire mobilise troops so quickly in The Milky Way. Although the mystery behind how they actually GOT to the Milky Way Galaxy will be revealed later on, I will say it is quite an interesting one. Anyways, enjoy! _**

_**~New Arcadia, Fort Bastille, Six Kilometers from Feyeenord, October 10**__**th**__**, 7:15am~**_

The alarms blaring into the ears of the marines, the entire base mobilised, with the wall guards already peppering down Stormtroopers as the rest of the garrison erupted into duty. A Sea of green and black was at work with the barracks chock-a-block and soliders running across the parade ground to the walls and gates. The Fort was located in the middle of a circular range of mountains, meaning there was only one way in. _and out._

"Come on! Get your asses on this god damn wall!" Screamed Valory, taking down two Stormtroopers with a burst from his battle rifle,

The first marine to reach the Colonel was instantly mowed down by three blasters from the Imperials. The marine went flying off the walkway and landed on two other marines clambering up the palisade, screams of agony as they all went down.

The Stormtroopers were covering a lot of ground, despite all the casualties they were taking.

"Sir! Watchout!" Yelled a Corporal as he tackled Valory to the ground,

With a massive _Oomph_ the Colonel hit the deck as a laser flew where his head was, seconds before. _Seconds._

"On any other day Corporal, I'd have you court martialled. Now fetch me my hat." Thanked Valory,

The Corporal picked up Valory's hat and popped it on his head. The marine turned on his heels and re-joined the ranks of marines on that wall, peppering the Stormtroopers as they continuously threw themselves at the wall.

Sniper fire was coming the HQ area as multiple Stormtrooper Commanders were knocked down and speeder bike's pilots were quickly dispatched. The Stormtrooper's had managed to secure an area of ground roughly three-hundred meters from the walls. As the grey-clad gates of the green and brown walls opened, eight Scorpion tanks came out, flanked by atleast thirty warthogs as they charged directly for the staging ground the Stormtroopers had taken.

"Tell Lieutenant Jameson to have fun out there, Sergeant." Said Valory into his comms,

"Will do, Sir. Shame you couldn't come out with us."

"Hehe, Maybe when these old legs catchup with the rest of the world." Replied the Colonel,

As the Stormtrooper's assault was pushed back towards the staging ground, the Colonel wandered back to the Command Post, passing a lot of wounded and/or dead marines. _Shame. Damn Shame. What do these white-bastards want anyway?_ **(A/N, No Racism intended, I'm white xD). **As Valory entered what was nicknamed "_The Bridge"_ (due to the fact it was designed like a Halcyon-Class Destroyer), the Captain he was talking to previously confronted him,

"Sir, my team and I… we… well, you see… um…"

"Spit it out, man! For God's sake!" yelled Valory, shaking the Captain's shoulders,

"We believe… The Empire have been using Forerunner technology... Atleast… to get their troops here." Said the Captain,

"Wha.. What? That's insane!" Exclaimed the Colonel, "How in God's name did they do that? We've been trying for years! Our only major success has been the _INFINITY_!"

"Well, you see here" began the Captain, pointing at a complex diagram on the Holo-Board, "That the army they sent here, give or take 700-800 strong had been transported with what the men described as an "_Orange Particle Effect._" Now, from what we know, during the Requiem campaign, the one involving the Master Chief, we discovered that the Promethean's used a similar technology."

The room was silent, everyone staring at the Captain.

"So, what you're telling me… Is that… they can teleport… anywhere… so long as they have the coordinates?" Asked the Colonel,

"In Theory, yes."

The lights began to flicker and a loud warping-like noise was heard and the same orange particles appeared and a figure, clad in black, appeared before them flanked by two Stormtroopers wearing _Black _armour.

"Guess it's practical too." Remarked an NCO as he drew his pistol, firing three shots at the menacing figure,

The man held up his hand and stopped the bullets in mid-air, firing them directly back to the NCO, all three putting holes in his heart. The figure stood there, and looked directly into the eyes of the Colonel,

"Wha… What are you…" Began the Colonel,

The Stromtroopers behind the figure began to gun down the officers in the room as they tried to fight back,

The Captain drew his pistol and fired the entire clip at the man, but rather than firing them back at him, he merely dropped them using his fingertips. The Captain began to feel a choking _sensation_ around his neck, his fingers clutching to release him from a grasp that was non-existant.

As the menacing figure's hand clamped into a fist, the Captain fell to the ground, lifeless.

"I said. WHO ARE YOU!" Yelled Colonel Valory, as he drew a knife and ran towards the robotic like figure.

The man drew a metal pipe-looking thing and a red laser came from it, the "Laser-Sword" was brought down on Colonel Valory, cutting his head clean from his shoulders as the man spoke the final words before Valory died, "The _Master._"

_**PS.**_

_**Would you guys like to see an Imperial side of the story? Focusing on some Stormtrooper or something-rather.**_

_**With Captain Rex and everything coming back into Star Wars Rebels, I was THINKING of doing an AU something of him, idk. Lemme know what you think!**_


End file.
